infantry, 7,000 cavalry, 5 zo guns. Turkey could put in the field : . . . Total, 1,454,000 men ; guns, 1,700."
A note pointed out that the Bulgarian Army, although much inferior in numbers, was more homogeneous, better armed, and equipped with more modern material than the Turkish Army.
In the rest of the paper., on the first, second, and third pages, were about a dozen columns of official or semi-official statements, comments, telegrams, newspaper extracts. . . . On the third page, under the heading : " Fresh Franco-German Incident,9* a message from Morocco, via Berlin, reminded anybody who might otherwise overlook the fact that, in case the Balkan pretext should not suffice, the Moroccan pretext was still available, and that behind any European conflict loomed the threat of a Franco-German conflict.
War. Since his childhood Jerphanion had lived under the curse of war. When he was six years old, what had they taught him in his village school ? The metric system ; but also about Alsace-Lorraine and Reichsoffen. Very soon after he knew who the Devil was, he had learned the name of Bismarck. Among his schoolfellows, " Prusco " was still a terrible insult. The covers of his school copy-book showed him MacMahon, Chanzy, Faidherbe. From the time when he was capable of thinking, he had smelt, emanating from those coloured pages, together with the odour of paper, the odour of bitterness, of defeat. Under the picture of a cavalryman in a two-horned hat, a note vaunted a little local victory : Coulmiers, Bapaume. Even a six-year-old child notices what is sour and lamentable in such consolations.
When he raised his nose from his desk, it was to gaze at the map of France, whose yellow or green would have looked so cheerful but for that wide violet-grey blot stuck up against the escarpment of the Vosges. It was as though you could see, flitting about the class-room like a couple of bats, the twofold black head-dress of the lost provinces. The child of the Velay dare not enjoy the air of his own

